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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

AT EVEN 

Hush ye! Hush ye! My babe is sleeping. 
Hush, ye winds, that are full of sorrow! 
Hush, ye rains, from your weary weeping! 
Give him slumber until to-morrow. 

Hush ye, yet! In the years hereafter, 
Surely sorrow is all his reaping; 
Tears shall be in the place of laughter, 
Give him peace for a while in sleeping. 

Hush ye, hush! he is weak and ailing: 
Send his mother his share of weeping. 
Hush ye, winds, from your endless wailing; 
Hush ye, hush ye, my babe is sleeping! 

FROM DEMETER 

The Faun's Call 

Kore, O Kore! where art thou fled, 

Now that the spring blows white in the land ? 

Shake out the honied locks of thy head, 

Plunder the lilies that lie to thy hand — 

Dew-laden lilies, loved of the bees, 

Murmuring in them till shadows grow long, 

With quickening silence under the trees; 

Ere break the voluptuous thrillings of song, 

From the brown-throated, sweet harbourers there, 

Raptured, and grieving, under the stars! 

Frederic Manning 
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